DFATH   AND   TOMORROW

qucntino- people you knew in prison. I said he was cjuite right,
In general, the prisoners who knew me beforehand said 1 was a fool
and must beware that Yves and the merchant shouldn't make a bigger
fool of me. Yves was disliked, and they said it was a shame how
he let me down. But one of the Corsiran warders, whose* job was
to allot the permanent cells, told me I had gol a fellow Corsican
into trouble, and so he put me into a cell where there was no
latrine, only the stench of the tin can. A (all, cadaverous Algerian
asked me as I came in what it was like in the outside world. "No
better than here," I answered, and with that answer f summed up
the six weeks of freedom f was leaving behind. The other two
occupants of the cell were foreigners, too. One was a Spaniard, a
young chap accused of stealing a hen. Later he, i^ot a year for the
hen. His first sentence. The other was a Polish bricklayer, who
had wandered from country to conntiy, in and out of prisons.

"There's something in my heart that drives me, to prison," he said,
He had a kindly, innocent, fair head and a fair beard and you couldn't
mention a country without him butting in and saying, u()h, Switzer-
land? You get cheese there twice a week, Belgium? There's a
wireless in every cell, Chavcs is the worst in the world. The Sante
in Paris is much better." He took oil his shirt and ran his palms
down the shirt and now and then his hands slopped and a cracking
sound followed. His lace lit up with satisfaction. "What's that?"
I asked. "Lice," he said. "Plenty of lice here. There were no lice
in Stockholm."

What did 1 care for Stockholm ? (saw my first louse in the after-
noon. It ran out of my shirt cuff and as I tried to catch it: I wondered
to what green altars all this was leading me.

I pin down i^th February as the lowest: day of my life. Covered
with lice, I lay near the stench of the can on an incredibly dirty
palliasse. Nothing to smoke, for to stop the cigarette racket,
which since food was cut down in Chaves had taken on gigantic
proportions, you could buy only one packet every second day. It
seemed to me I was lost, all the elements and pains of this world had
allied themselves against me. Even the German artillery had rattled
down the Boulevarid do Clichy but to hurt me. Easily I could stay for
a year or longer in prison if the false policeman wasn't found.
Last time there had been a man whom the judge kept detained for
seventeen months and let out only when the real culprit turned up.
And it was so degrading. The crusader rolling in the gutter. Clouds
of self-pity gathered on the horizon ready to burst. I i*ot up,